
^ The Tragedy of Othello 

'Ey*. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores. 

In hoticft plainencflfe, thou haft heard me lay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in maones. 

Being full of (upper, and diftempcrwg draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftartmyquiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

’Bra. But thou mu ft needs be fure 
My fpirit and my place baue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir 

Bra. W hat. tell’ll thou me of robbing ? this is Vemct, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moftgraue Brabant to. 

In fimp'e andpurefoule I c ^ e ^y°"‘ will not f era eGod, if the 

for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans. 

Moore , are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thouart a villaine. 

R.J. Sir.TwiUantwmanytHM^mlbetechyo 

If’t be your pleafure, and moft consent, 

(As partly I find it is) that yourfa^ daughter 

At this odeuen, and dull watch oth.o* 

Tranfported with no worfe nor bett. r gu \ 

But wichaknaue of common hire, a * 

To the groffe clafpes of a lafciuious Moore . 

If thisbe.kmjpne to 

Wee then haue done youboldand fawcy w.on^ 

But if you know not this, my manner stdl., 

W6e haue your wrong r ebuke : Do not beleeue T h« 



the Moore of Venice. 

That from the feufe of al ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made a groffe reuolt. 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an extrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe j * 
If {he be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, H© : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike my drearne, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already .• 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mull leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I fhall,) 

Againit the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How euer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety call him, for bee’s imbark’d. 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now Hands in aft) that for their foules,’ . 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufineffe, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hare him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I mull (hew out a flag, and figne of loue, 

Which is indeed but figne, that you ihall furely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Brabantio tn his nightgowns, and fir Hants 
wtth T orches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is. 

And what’s to come of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitterneffe n aw Roderigo i 




